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And when we come to London Wall,

We'll shout with it in view,
* Come forth, come forth, ye cowards all

We're better men than you!
Trelawney, he's in keep and hold,

Trelawney, he may die;
But here's twenty thousand Cornish bold

Will know the reason why!'
What! will they scorn Tre, Pol and Pen,

And shall Trelawney die?
Then twenty thousand underground

Will know the reason why!

The other is a touching little ballad, the lament
of a Cornish mother over her dead child; which well
illustrates the sympathy which always welled up in
the kind vicar's heart when he met with suffering or
sorrow:

They say 'tis a sin to sorrow,
That what God doth is best;

But 'tis only a month to-morrow
I buried it from my breast.

I know it should be a pleasure

Your child to God to send;
But mine was a precious treasure

To me and to my poor friend.

I thought it would call me mother,

The very first words it said;
Oh, I never can love another

Like the blessed babe that's dead!

Well, God is its own dear Father;

It was carried to church, and blessed;
And our Saviour's arms will gather

Such children to their rest.

I will check this foolish sorrow,

For what God doth is best;
But oh, 'tis a month to-morrow

I buried it from my breast!why!ing the trial of
